viii                   PREFACE

I read, Florence Farr's acting in Tod-
hunter's Sicilian Idyll came into my
mind, her beautiful speaking, the beautiful
speaking of Heron Allen, cheiromantist
and authority upon old violins, the poor
acting and worse speaking of some woman
engaged from some London theatre. Two
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or three times in later life I made, as I
thought for the first time, the discovery
made in that little theatre that the highly
cultivated man or woman can in certain
kinds of drama surpass an actor who is
in all things save culture their superior.
Since then my friends and I have created
a theatre famous for its " folk art/' for its
realistic studies of life, but done little for
an other art that was to come, as I hoped,
out of modern culture where it is most
sensitive, profound and learned. In these
articles I overrated Dr. Todhunter's poet-
ical importance, not because he was a
friendly neighbour with a charming house,
a Morris carpet on the drawing-room
floor, upon the walls early pictures by